94       KILLING THE ROOTS OF A HABIT
keenly Interested in watching for the appearance of that
great craving spectre that I did not want to smoke in
an actual way. My interest in the physical act of smok-
ing had evidently become supplanted by an analytic
attention,
• Noon-time came, however, and with it—lunch.
After which I felt sure that some signs of the tobacco
desire would put in an appearance; and, although I
could have smoked if I had wanted to, I had no craving
to do so.
The evening meal-time came and passed, and then I
was certain that the real test would come. For thirty
years I had taken one smoke after the evening meal;
just one, but that one lasted until bedtime. In other
words, my one smoke meant one that was continuous.
I can see myself now in the little San Diego bunga-
low on that evening. As usual, my wife sat on one
side of the table in the sitting-room, using up her share
of the reading-lamp, while I did likewise on the other
side.
I commenced to read the current magazine and to
watch for that tobacco craving at the same time.
Bedtime came round, and I was sleepy; also some-
what surprised. I could have smoked, of course, but
there was no craving. And so I went to bed—for the
first time in thirty years, without having smoked since
morning. It was very puzzling to me. I was not only
somewhat mystified, but also a little disgusted.
Since the morning of April 2, 1918, I have not only
never smoked, but have had no desire to do so,
Smoking does not now bother me at all. I don't
dislike the smell of tobacco; in fact, if a brother chess-
player happens to be a heavy smoker, lie can blow his

